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SHIELD G-MAN CLUB 



GREETINGS, GANG: 

At this writing the contest we started in last month's PEP magazine has not yet hit the news- 
stands. Therefore, naturally, no contestant's letters have been received. So, this in between period is 
a good time to transmit a vital message from your government to you. 

There is a very acute shortage of paper and Uncle Sam wants you to save all the scrap paper 
you can get your hands on. And, here is the nice part. When you have saved enough paper to make 
a worthwhile bundle, DON'T GIVE IT AWAY! SELL IT. Here is a chance for you to make some 
money and be patriotic at the same time. 

Anything at all that is paper means money in your pocket. Old newspapers, magazines, cardboard 
boxes, etc. Now, here is how you go about selling it. Every city, town and village will have a salvage 
department. In the bigger cities it might be a junkman or a circulation collection depot whose address 
you can find out by calling your local O.P.A. Board. In smaller towns it might be your local church 
organizations or Boy Scout Headquarters or the Red Cross, and so on. 

Remember, paper is ammunition, vital ammunition. Dusty and I know that if there is one 

group of boys and girls in this country who will come to the aid of Uncle Sam when he needs 

them, that group is the SHIELD G-MAN CLUB. Well, your Uncle Sam needs you now. So, 
go to it, boys and girls. 

Sincerely, 



*£&* 



USE THIS ENTIRE COUPON!! 

JUST PRINT PLAINLY ON THIS COUPON, YOUR 
NAME. ADDRESS, AGE AND SEND IT TO ME WITH 
10c TO COVER COST OF MAILING AND HANDLING. 



Joe Higgins 
Room 603 
241 Church St. 
New York City 



Dear Joe: 

Please enroll me as a member of the 
SHIELD G-MAN CLUB. I am enclosing 
this coupon together with Ten Cents to 
cover the costs of handling and mailing 
my Badge and Identification Card. 




Name _ • 

Address - Age.. 



EXACT COPY OF BADGE 

IN THREE COLORS 

RED— WHITE— BLUE 
CUT ON THIS LINE 
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THE HICK COP 



by Leo Ho bait 



nTHE body lay sprawled in 
■*■ the curious flatness of death 
near the huge mahogany desk 
in the spacious library. The .38 
caliber revolver was clutched in 
rigid fingers in the right hand. 
The hole in the right temple 
was precise and ringed with an 
uncertain and wavering circle 
of brownish-black cordite. 

"Yep," Matt Scott drawled, 
" 'pears it's suicide alright. But 
it's downright strange that old 
man Urlap should take his own 
life. There's no reason for it, 
seems to me. He had money — 
plenty of it — a nice daughter 
and son, an' always seemed to be 
chipper and happy. Yessir, it's 
downright strange." 

"Begging your pardon, sir," 
the butler said, "but Mr. Urlap 
had been very despondent of 
late. Something had been troub- 
ling him." 

"Like what?" Scott's bushy 
eyebrows arched and his faded 
blue eyes were steady and in- 
quisitive. Bundled in his drip- 
ping raincoat he looked like a 
huge and friendly mastiff. He 
was the one-man police force 
of the mountainous village of 
Greentree, the county seat three 
miles distance in the valley be- 
low. 

"I'm not sure just what the 
trouble was, sir," the butler 
went on, "but Mr. Urlap wasn't 
himself ever since his daughter 
announced her engagement to 
that polo player, Mr. Yoder." 

"Is that so?" Scott drawled. 
"That's interesting. When was 
this Mr. Yoder up here?" 

"Not for two weeks, sir, when 
the engagement party was held 
in the garden." 

Sheriff Scott looked through 
the drenched windows of the 
library out into the garden. 



When lightning flashed and 
thunder rumbled the white 
glory of the Eucalyptus tree in 
the far corner showed briefly. 
It was the only such tree within 
hundreds of miles and had been 
the dead man's prize possession 
in his strange garden. Collecting 
strange species of exotic plants 
had been Urlap's hobby and his 
garden his pride. 

"He didn't like this Mr. 
Yoder?" It was more of a state- 
ment than a question. 

"He was civil to him, but I'm 
certain that he did not approve 
of him as a future son-in-law." 

"Just why do you think 
that?" 

"Well," the butler said hes- 
itantly, "you could tell the way 
that he looked at him and he 
was rather aloof, too, and — " 

"And what?" 

"Well Mr. Urlap recently 

has received a great deal of 
mail from a detective agency. 
I'm sure that he was trying to 
check up on Mr. Yoder." 

"You seem damned sure of 
a lot of things," Scott grunted. 
"Whsre are these letters?" 

The butler's eyes wavered. 
"He — he destroyed them." 

Sheriff Scott's mouth went 
tight. 

"You hear the shot?" 

"No sir. I left Mr. Urlap in 
here about three hours ago. I 
found him — like this — when I 
brought him his evening scotch 
and soda. Then I called you." 

"How about his dinner? It's 
away past dinner time." 

"We were having dinner late. 
Miss Urlap and her brother and 
his fiancee and Mr. Yoder were 
to come to dinner. I believe the 
storm has delayed them. They 



should have been here some 
time ago." 

"Didn't they phone that they 
would be late?" 

"Yes, sir. Mr. Yoder phoned 
from Bennett about an hour 
ago." 

"An hour ago! Why didn't 
you inform Mr. Urlap of this. 
You would have discovered his 
body sooner if you had." 

"Mr. Urlap had left orders 
not to be disturbed until scotch 
and soda time," the butler said 
austerely. "I always obey in- 
structions." 

Scott knew futility again. 
This butler . . . everything so 
damned pat He would have 
liked to smack the guy around. 
But only city cops can get away 
with that. 

"Could anyone get into this 
place without you knowing it?" 

"No-o," the butler said hesi- 
tantly, "unless — " he jerked his 
right thumb — "unless they 
came over the garden wall. And 
that's unlikely." 

During the intermittent light- 
ning flashes Scott studied the 
sheer high wall and guessed its 
height at about twelve feet. 
Anyone topping that would 
have to have great agility and 
strength. 

Scott tugged at his stubbled 
chin. "There's something about 
this that don't smell right, but 
it's beyond me. I guess I will 
have to call 'em." He started 
toward the telephone on the 
desk. 

The ringing of the front door- 
bell stopped him in midstride. 
Its echoes rang hollowly 
through the huge house. 

The butler looked question- 
ingly at Scott 



"Bring them into the lifting 
room," Scott instructed. He 
looked again at the telephone, 
paused, then turned his back to 
it, crossed the library and 
closed the door behind him. 

He was standing spraddle- 
legged, his wise eyes veiled 
when the four young people 
entered the room. He knew the 
two Urlaps, but the other girl 
and Yoder were strangers to 
him. 

Yoder was a six-footer, flint- 
eyed, and walked with the mus- 
cular grace of an animal. His 
eyes met Scott's and his natty 
mustache became a tight line 
above his tight mouth. 

"Why — Sheriff Scott — h o w 
nice of you to come," Patricia 
Urlap began, then stopped ab- 
ruptly. "Is anything wrong?" 

"Please sit down," Scott said.. 
He turned to the butler. "You 
too." 

Patricia's face went pale, and 
her clenched hands trembled as 
she seated herself on the divan. 
Yoder took a position beside her 
ind slid an arm about her shoul- 
ders. 

Four pairs of eyes regarded 
the grizzled old sheriff quizzical- 
ly. The butler sat primly at the 
edge of his chair. 

"There has been an accident 
here — " Scott began. 

Patricia turned to the butler. 
"You were instructed to watch 
father carefully, Moler," she ac- 
cused the butler. "He wasn't 
well" 

"Dammit, sis!" young Urlap 
said, "I told you we should have 
gotten a nurse and not left 
father with this leech." 

Patricia had her hand pressed 
to her mouth. Her voice came in 
an almost inaudible whisper. 

"Father is dead?" 

Scott shifted his feet un- 
comfortably. 

The butler coughed politely 
and said: "Very sad, miss. He 
took his own life — a suicide." 

"No he didn't," Scott said 
flatly, "he was murdered!" 



Yoder spun on hi* heel to 
face the butler.. "You damned 
murderer!" he shouted. "Patricia 
told me about you, how you 
were always chiseling on the 
old man, but he kept you on 
anyway — even liked you." 

"He was my master — a good 
master!" the butler said simply. 

"So good," Yoder derided, 
"that he left you twenty-five 
thousand dollars in his will. 
You knew Patricia and I were 
coming here to live after our 
marriage. Then you wouldn't 
have been alone with him — had 
a chance to murder him and 
collect. So you took this last 
opportunity knowing you were 
safe from witnessing eyes be- 
cause we were delayed by the 
storm. 

"That makes quite a case 
against him," Scott says. "Might 
hold water. City cops I guess, 
would hold him — but I'm not 
goin' to." 

"What!" 

"Nope," Scott drawled, "but 
I'm taking the murderer in. I 
understand you called from 
Bennett, Mr. Yoder, to tell that 
the party would be late?" 

"Why — why, yes," Yoder's 
voice was suddenly brittle, "just 
before I joined the party at 
Morrison. It was me that made 
them late, you see. Roads were 
in terrible condition." 

"So's the bridge between 
Bennett and Morrison," Scott 
snapped. "Yup, it's in terrible 
condition. Fact is. it was washed 
out five hours ago." 

"Why — why, perhaps I was 

mistaken from which town I 

made the call. It might have 
been — uh — " 

"No — you're right — it doesn't 
mattar," Sheriff Scott said 
harshly. "I'm taking you in for 
murder. I don't know what your 
reason was for killing the old 
man, but I got • hunch it was 
to make sure of your marriage 
and the fortune Patricia will in- 
herit The old man had found 
out something not very nice 



about you, and was ready to 
expose you. What it is doesn't 
interest me. The city cops and 
the D. A. will present it in court 
They're good in tracing down, 
such tnings. I ain't" 

Some of the color returned to 
Yoder's face. "You old fogey, 
you'll hear about this. Why I'll 
slap a court suit on you that — " 

"You won't be able, son. It's 
hard for -a man who's going to 
die in the electric chair to do 
any suiting." 

"What!" Yoder was sudden- 
ly stiff again and his head was 
cocked to one side as though 
he could hear the swift beating 
of the wings of doom. 

"Yep." Scott lazed. "You're 
not supposed to have been up 
here for a couple of weeks, 
Yoder, yet the mud on the. in- 
step of your shoes is cluttered 
with the brown fallen needles 
of the Eucalyptus tree. And 
there's more of them sticking 
out of the cuffs of your trousers. 
Only an athlete could scale that 
wall and you did that tonight." 

A small automatic seemingly 
jumped into Yoder's hand. 

"Al| right, hicktown cop, you 
got me but neither you nor any- 
one else in this room will be 
alive to present such evidence. 
You're taking it first, hick!" The 
gun centered on Scott's breast 
He steeled himself for the im- 
pact. The two women were 
screaming. 

As though felled by an axe, 
Yoder suddenly pitched f«ce 
forward. The fragments of a 
heavy vase was scattered about 
the floor. Blood oozed from a 
gash in the side of his head. 

Scott retrieved the dropped 
gun and turned twinkling eyes 
on the butler. 

"Is that any way to act — 
throwing vases at guests?" 

"Sorry, sir," the butler said 
impassively. "I had to do it 
Shall I call the city police now." 

"Sure thing. I don't want thia 
varmint around me." 
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WEIRD SCIENTISTS 
HAVE JUST PERFECTEO 
A STRANGE CONCOC- 
TION THAT WILL 
MAKE A MAN JUMP 
LIKE A FLEA AND 

THAT THEY ARE 
ANXIOUS TO TRY IT 
OUT ON SOMEONE!/ 



MISTER, I WAS 
AIMIN' T A9K YO 
IF ME AN* MY OL' 
CROW KIN SLEEP 
IN Y£R BARN 
T'NIGHT P 



'COME RIGHT in. SON 
WE HAVE NO BARN 
BUT THERE'S PLENTY-' 
OF ROOM IN THE 
.HOUSE I 



I 



P! 



GOSH, MISTER, 
HAVE? VO GOT 

TWO HAIDS? 



HA.HA/ NO, MY BOY, J 
I'M FUODY GOOBER. £^ 
AND THIS IS MY 
TWIN BPtOTHER.DUDDY/ 





3 



here you are SON- YOU CAN 

START YOUR BREAKFAST WITH 
A COUPLE VITAMIN PlLLS-THEY^L 
GIVE YOU A LOT OF 




1 GAVE HIM THE 
FLEA EXTRACT - 
TOLD HIM IT , 
WAS VITAMINS.' 



GOOD? ACCORDING 
TO OUR THEORY 
H6 WILL BE ABLE 
TO JUMP AS FAR 
ASA FLEA IN 
PROPORTION TO HIS 
SIZE .' ME SHOULD 
COVER A HALF MILE * 
ASILY7 — / 




THEM FELLERS ISAWFUL KIND BUT 
THEY NEED THESE VITYMINS 
MORE'N NIB! I'LL JES PUT "E/M 
IN THEIR BREAKFUSS" FOOD 



>y 




99SB 



m 



LATER - 



NOW THAT 

BREAKFAST 

IS OVER. PERHAPS YOU'D 

LIKE TO STEP OUT AND 

ADMIRE THE VIEW PROM 

OUR MOUNTAIN/ /— 



i YES.' WE 
DONT WANT 
VOU TO BASH 
OUT YOUR 
BRAIN* ON 
THE CEILING 1 , 





AnimalAntix 



SEND IN YOUR ANIMAL-ANTIX" TO 
CATFISH JOE PEP COMICS 
141 CHURCH ST NEW YORK, N.Y. 



BALES WHIMS 
OF DETROIT 
HAD A CU6 SEAR 
THAT DRANK 
MILK FROM A 
NURSING BOTTLE ! 



BRUCE GRAEBNER 
CLEVELAND. 
HE SAW A 
MONKEY 
DRINK 
THRO A 
STRAW/. 




■ AMOND JOHNSON OF LOS ANGELES SAYS 
THERE IS A BOLL ON HIS GRANDFATHERS 



FARM THAT LIKES TO 
SIT LIKE A DOG ' 




MARCO LOCd 



^yenturcr 







-^i 



i^*T I ii IflW or no» 
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ffff(soa) FOB 

THREE DAYS 
WE HAVE NOT 
EATEN.' 



the cee^y sme^s Our- op the 




'hESE iS uEPT "V'Why. T*6 

ere prom 6AcaE3] b a bum. 

DOL,. BJT MOsTm 7 HE CANT 
6 UP NEXT __ ^xf GET AWAY 
TUESDAY/ T7 V WiTM THAT 




; THM" /SSCHuTABLfS 
^ClTiZe,\«Y GATHERS 
\TO STAZS AS MAGCOi 
\S#//> PKOPS ANCHCG. 



'OH, LOOKS V/S/TO/fS.' 

WE GO GET JADE VASES, 

>POST CAR35. HANO CASVEO 

BACK SC8ATCMES9/OPBN 

JP SOUVENIR BUSINESS/ 




■4T LAST THEY 4Reiy£~ W. SUM 

0um chows y/u.Ase.. 

r 




